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During this bustling cavalry action my wound had caused
me severe pain, especially when I had to put my horse into-
a gallop. My inability to defend myself often put me into a
very awkward position, from which I should not have escaped
had I not been surrounded by a group of brave men who
never let me out of their sight. One time, when I was
pushed by the combatants on to a section of Cossacks, I was
obliged, in self-defence, to let go my reins and take my
sword. However, I had no need to use it, for the men of
every rank who escorted me, seeing their commander in
danger, furiously attacked the Cossacks by whom I was sur-
rounded, made many of them bite the dust, and put the rest
to flight. My orderly, Fousse, killed three; Adjutant Joly7
two. I returned, therefore, from this great fight safe and
sound. I had wished to be present at it in person in order
to put still more dash into my regiment, and to show that,
so long as I could sit on my horse, I felt bound in honour to
command it in the hour of danger. Officers and men were-
much pleased with my devotion, and, as you will see later
when I come to speak of the disasters of the great retreat,,
the liking they had for me increased.

When cavalry meets cavalry the slaughter is much less
than when it is opposed to infantry. Moreover, the Russian
troopers are generally awkward in handling their weapons,
and their leaders not very competent in handling their men.1
Thus, although at Polotsk my regiment had to do with the
Cossacks of the Guard, reputed among the best troops in
the Russian service, its losses were not heavy. I had eight
or nine killed and some thirty wounded, but among the
latter was Major Fontaine. This excellent and valiant officer
was in the thick of the scuffle when his horse was killed. He
was trying with the help of some of the men to get Ms feet dis-
entangled from the stirrups, when a confounded Cossack officer,,
galloping into the middle of the group, leant dexterously over,
and aimed a terrible blow at Fontaine, destroying his left
eye, injuring the other, and splitting his nose. As, however,
the Russian officer was going off, proud of his exploit, one of"
[ l English, readers will remember the heavy caval^ action at Balaclava,]llows. As soon as the first
